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well with Cliff they bond over monster comics fluff fic This turned out to be more of an in general fic than 
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fic, that isn't a crossover. Anyways hopefully | did okay, anyone that's reading :) 
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Kirk's eyes shifted around the room, they were focused on his new bandmates. 
Kirk played together with them for the past few weeks, and just something didn’t feel right. 
He wasn't sure what it was, maybe it was the circumstances of it, and how he ended up here, he didn't know. 


He knew he was welcomed, but at the same time he didn't feel welcomed, if that made any sense. 


Kirk kept these thoughts to himself as well. 

They'd finished practicing, and now were just hanging out in their shared house they were renting. 
Lars was off in the kitchen making something to eat, James busy drawing, in some spiral notebook. 
That left Cliff. 

Kirk looked around and didn't see Cliff, where did he go? 

Kirk was pretty sure he was here a second ago. 

A moment later, Cliff returned, maybe from his room, he came back with a magazine maybe. 
Cliff plopped on the sofa, and started reading. 

Kirk was sitting on the other end. 

Kirk didn't really know what to do with himself. 

Mostly he wasn't good at small talk, since everyone seemed busy. 

Lars blared the radio, to fill in the silence. 

Kirk happened to glance over, noticing Cliff was actually reading a comic book 

Kirk's interest perked up, and leaned over a little bit, trying to see what Cliff was reading exactly. 
Cliff raised his brow slightly, his eyes flickering up and looking at Kirk noticed him leaning. 

"Horror From The Tomb, that's a good one," Kirk smiled. 

"Zombies?," Cliff questioned. 

"| love zombies," Kirk beamed. 

A small smile twitched the corners of Cliffs mouth. 

Cliff held out another comic for Kirk 

Kirk gratefully took it. 


"Have you read this one yet?," Kirk questioned, as he scanned over the cover of the horror comic. 


"Not yet, is it good?," Cliffed asked. 

"If you like the one you're currently reading, then you'll love it," Kirk reassured. 
That answer seemed to have pleased Cliff. 

Just as Cliff was about to go back to reading Kirk spoke up again. 


"If you want, | know this good used comic shop, on the Eastside, they have a big horror selection, and." Kirk 
trailed off, as he seen Cliff soon enough stand up. 


Cliff sat aside the comic books, grabbed his jacket and car keys. 

Cliff looked back at Kirk, "I don't know where the hell this place is." 

Which meant, get the fuck up off the couch, and lets go. 

Kirk quickly got up, grabbed his coat, and followed after Cliff. 

Kirk noticed Cliff didn't say anything to his bandmates that they were leaving. 
Cliff hopped into his car, Kirk sat in the front seat with him. 

As soon as Kirk shut his door, Cliff peeled out of the driveway. 

Kirk let out an audible gasp, as he scrambled for his seatbelt. 

Cliff was busy lighting up a cigarette, not really bothered by Kirk's fretting. 
"Ah... Make a left, at the second light," Kirk instructed. 

Cliff followed the directions. 

Kirk felt like the car itself was going to flip over, at how fast of a sharp turn Cliff made. 
"May... Be.. You should slow down a little?.." Kirk spoke up. 

Cliff let out a small laugh under his breath as he exhaled cigarette smoke. 
"Don't be a pussy,” Cliff teased. 


Cliff purposefully revved his engine at a red light. 


Kirk swallowed thickly. 


So much for wanting to bond with his bandmates, maybe this was a bad idea... 


The End. 


